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SERMON. 


Hebrews  xii,  1. 

"Wherefore  seeing  we  also  are  compassed  about  with  so  great  a  cloud  of 
witnesses,  let  us  lay  aside  every  weight,  and  the  tin  which  doth  so  easily 
beset  us,  and  let  us  run  with  patience,  the  race  that  is  set  before  us;" 

The  solemn  Providence  that  this  day  calls  us  to 
the  house  of  God,  naturally  turns  our  minds  to  the 
consolations  of  religion.  It  is  neither  new  moon,  nor 
sabbath;  it  is  a  funeral,  a  melancholy  funeral,  that 
has  brought  us  to  this  place,  where  prayer  is  wont  to 
be  mode.  We  are  summoned  here  by  the  tolling  bell ; 
we  see  the  sad  procession ;  the  melancholy  crape, 
the  moistened  cheek  ;  the  down  cast  eye,  the  dark 
coffin,  enclosing  the  remains  of  all  that  was  once 
so  dear,  so  cherished  and  so  beloved.  Truly  we  may 
say — that  man  in  his  best  state  is  altogether  vanity. 
Our  most  innocent  joys  are  fugacious  and  uncertain. 
Beauty  fades,  strength  is  withered,  hope  is  undermin- 
ed, and  the  useful,  and  the  good  in  the  midst  of  their 
blessings,  go  the  way  of  all  the  earth-  Man  that  is 
bom  of  a  woman  is  of  few  days,  and  full  of  trouble. 
He  cometh  forth  like  a  flower  end  is  cut  down  ;  he  flecth 


also  as  a  shadow  and  conlinueth  not.  On  siiefi  an  oc- 
casion, the  desolate  heart  looks  round  and  says — Here 
is  the  cup  of  my  sorrow,  full  to  the  brim  ;  but  where, 
O  where,  is  the  cup  of  my  consolation? 

It  is  in  the   Gospel.     Our  religion   lias  a  peculiar 
aspect ;  it  looks  with  pity   on  the  woes  of  man.     It 
is  full  of  consolation.     It  represents   God  as  becom- 
ing incarnate  in  the  person  of  Christ  to  bear  our  sor- 
rows and  make  an  expiation  for  our  sins.     He  was 
wounded  for  our  transgressions >  he  was  bruised  for  our 
iniquities,  and  the  chastisement  of  our  peace  was  on  him. 
He  was  himself  a  man  of  sorrows  and   acquainted  with 
grief   and  in  his  human   nature,  from  his  own  per- 
sonal experience,  he  can  lead    the  way  in  the   valley 
of  Baca.     He  can  make  it  a  well,  even   when    our 
tears  fill  the  pools.     But  the  grand  reason   why  the 
Gospel  is   so  full  of  consolation  is  that  it  is  so  prac- 
tical.    We  are  encompassed  about  by  a  cloud  of  wit- 
nesses, that  have  actually  felt  its  power.     The  defect 
of  philosophy  was,  that  its  wise  man  was  an  abstract 
picture,  never  found  in  real  life.     Now  the   consola- 
tions which  we  cannot  reach  are  like  the  stars  which 
shine  over  our  heads  on  a  winter's  night,  though  the 
astrono  mer  may  tell  us,  that  they  are  suns,  as  flam- 
ing and  as  glowing  as  our  own,  yet  as  they  are  so  dis- 
tant as  never  to  warm  and  scarcely  to  enlighten  us, 
we   must  leave  them  to  their  recondite   glory,  and 
still  continue  to  wander  in  the  shade. 

We  are  encompassed  about  with  a  great  cloud  of 
witnesses  ;  of  all  ages  and  times,  and  all  conditions  of 
life,  male  and  female,  rich  and  poor,  young  and  old, 


of  all  people,  nations  and  languages,  who  are  all  the 
victims  of  substantially  the  same   sorrows  and   have 
all  been  led  to  substantially  the   same   consolations. 
Now  the  argument  is,  what  has  been  done,  may  be 
done  ;   what  has  been  by  so  many  performed  is  cer- 
tainly possible.     Yes  ;  that  greatest  of  all  wonders,  a 
change  of  heart — an  inward  religion  of  a  surprising 
power,  patience  in  tribulation,  joy  in  sorrow,  victo- 
ry in  death,  is  possible  because  God  has  enabled   his 
creatures  to  do  it.     Come,  then  my  sorrowing  friends, 
suspend  your  tears,  suppress  your   groans,  and  hear 
the  wonder.     Such  is  the  power  of  religion,  that  our 
sorrows  may  be   our  monitors.     Death   may  lose  its 
sting  ;  the  grave  may  be  cheered  with  celestial  light ; 
the  dead  may  be  immortal,  and  our  sharpest   disap- 
pointments may  turn  to  our  highest  improvement; 
and  for  all  this,  there  is  a  cloud  of  toitnesscs,  whose 
testimony  is  so  solemn  and  so  clear,  that  no  reason- 
able mind  can  possibly  disbelieve  it. 

I  shall  first  consider  who  these  witnesses  are  :  sec- 
ondly, what  they  testify  to  ;  thirdly,  the  number  and 
unity  of  them ;  fourthly,  why,  when  their  evidence 
is  so  strong,  they  are  not  more  generally  believed, 
and  lastly  the  happy  effects  of  attending  to,  and  re- 
ceiving their  testimony. 

1.  The  multitude  of  the  witnesses  is  something,  be- 
cause it  is  of  some  importance  to  hear  the  voice  of 
many.     The  universal  testimony  of  human  nature 
is  seldom  deceptive-     What  all  mankind  have   al- 
ways, said,  in  all   ages  and   climes,  is   a  deep  toned 
voice,  which  we   must  believe.     It  is  as  the  voice  of 


many  waters,  and  as  the  voice  of  great  thunders.     But 
it  is  more  the  character  of  the  witnesses  than  the  num- 
ber that  supports  the  truth  and  seals  our  conviction. 
One  honest  man  is  often  of  more   weight  in   a  judi- 
cious mind,  than  thousands   who    are  ignorant,   or 
careless  of  the  truth.      The  witnesses  in  our  text  are 
the  best  of  men,  christians,  saints  and  martyrs,     Men 
whose  profession  bound  them  strongly   to  the  truth, 
and  who  spoke  as  much  by  their  conduct,  and  dying 
examples  as  they  did  by  their  profession    and  words. 
It  is  that  they  are  a  c  loud,   a  great  cloud — and  as  a 
cloud  is  raised  up  by  the  sun  to  be  a  conspicuous  ob- 
ject,   and  cover  the   whole  heavens,  where  all  may 
see  and  none  mistake,  so  these  men  are  selected  by 
God  to  overpower  us  by  their  clearness  as   much  as 
by  their   weight.     They   are   men   who  have  tried 
both    sides   of  the   question  ;    they   have    tried  the 
world  and  found  its  vanity  ;  have  fled  to   the  cross 
and  tasted  its  sovereign  balm.     Hear  this  all  ye  peo- 
ple ;  give  ear  all  ye  inhabitants  of  the  earth  ;  both  high 
and  low,  rich  and  p  oor  together.     JSly  mouth  shall  speak 
of  wisdom,  and  the  meditation  of  my  heart  shall  be  of 
understanding.    God  will  redeem  my  soul  from  the  power 
of  the  grave  ;  for  he  shall  receive  me.     The  Lord  is  mij 
shepherd  1  shall  not  want.     Thou  wilt  not  leane  my  soul 
in  hell,  neither  wilt  then  suffer  thine  holy  one  to   see  cor- 
ruption. 

This  cloud  of  witnesses  is  made  up  of  all  the  saints 
of  all  ages.  At  the  head  of  them  stands  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  and  the  glorious  army  of  martyrs  fol- 
low him.       rJ  hey  have  not  yet  ceased:  the  number 


3s  still  increasing.  Every  dying  chamber,  perfumed 
by  the  breath  of  a  christian,  adds  a  new  witness  to 
•the  precious  list 

But  second,  what  is  it  that  these  witnesses  testify 
to  ?  In  the  early  ages  of  the  Church,  they  testified 
to  some  important  facts,  on  which  our  holy  religion 
is  founded.  The  Apostles  were  witnesses  to  the  life, 
death  and  resurrection  of  Christ.  They  were  with 
him  in  all  his  temptations ;  they  saw  him  heal  the 
sick,  raise  the  dead,  cast  out  devils,  command  the 
winds  and  the  sea,  and  they  obeyed  him.  They 
were  witnesses  to  his  outward  and  visible  miracles  ; 
and  this  is  an  important  fact  in  proving  our  holy  relig- 
ion, as  these  were  tangible  things,  which  no  careful 
observer  could  possibly  mistake.  And  many  other  signs 
truly  did  Jesus,  in  the  presence  of  his  disciples,  which  are 
not  written  in  this  book  ;  bat  these  are  written  that  ye 
might  believe  that  Jesus  is  the  Christ,  the  Son  of  God  ; 
and  that  believing,  ye  might  find  life  through  his  name. 
In  modern  times,  miracles  have  ceased  ;  but  the  tes- 
timony has  not  ceased — it  is  now  given  to  an  invisi- 
ble principle,  to  the  power  of  religion  on  the  heart. 
The  crucifixion  which  we  now  see — nay  more  than 
see — we  feel  it — is  within.  The  saviour  we  em- 
brace is  Christ,  in  us  the  hope  of  glory.  We  solemnly 
profess  to  a  scGfnng  world,  that  there  is  a  divine  pow- 
er, which  may  raise  the  soul,  above  all  its  sordid  pro- 
pensities ;  ,may  change  the  inner  man,  may  cure  the 
fear  of  death,  and  make  us,  in  the  last  conflict,  more 
than  conquerors  through  him  that  has  loved  us.  We 
declare  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  being  born  again, 


being  renewed  in  the  temper  of  the  mind,  of  deep 
communion  with  Christ,  and  of  foretastes  of  heaven, 
before  we  enter  it.  It  is  our  struggle,  our  wish,  our 
strongest  desire  to  proclaim,  not  in  boasting  words  or 
loud  professions,  but  by  a  consistent  life,  that  there 
is,  therefore  now  no  condemnation,  to  them  which  are  in 
Christ  Jesus,  who  walk  not  after  the  flesh,  but  after  the 
spirit  ;  for  the  law  of  the  Spirit  of  life  in  Christ  Jesus 
hath  made  me  free  from  the  law  of  sin  and  death.  This 
is  the  purest  power  of  religion  ;  this  is  the  kingdom 
of  God  within  us. 

When  the  primitive  savage  first  stood  on  the  mar- 
gin of  some  woodland  stream  and  saw  some  inven- 
tive  hero  cross  the  current  in  the  first  canoe,  how 
must  he  have  been  astonished  to  find  that  the  waters 
had  a  buoyant  power,  and  that  man  might  venture 
on  their  yielding  bosom  and  yet  be  safe  !  So  when 
the  practical  christian  begins  a  spiritual  life  and  clos- 
es it  with  a  peaceful  death,  how  it  proves  the  possi- 
bility of  the  daring  triumph,  and  how  it  urges  the 
timid  spectators  to  copy  his  example  !  We  are  told 
by  the  missionaries,  in  eastern  countries,  that  the 
difficulty  of  individual  piety  is  vastly  increased  by  the 
universal  corruption  around  them.  How  can  I  be 
honest,  when  all  are  pilfering  me  ?  How  can  I  be 
meek  in  the  midst  of  aggressors  ?  How  can  I  do 
right,  when  wrong  is  my  onlv  armor  ?  The  cloud 
of  witnesses  is  all  on  the  wrong  side.  Virtue  is  a 
theory,  and  vice  is  the  only  practical  form  of  hu- 
man life. 

Eut  in  our  favored  land,  thousands  and  thousands 
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have  told  us,  in  the  most  impressive  way,  by  their 
own  example,  that  it  is  possible,  through  the  grace  of 
God,  to  change  the  heart  and  lead  a  pious  and  useful 
life  in  this  corrupt  world.  It  is  possible  to  live  in 
virtue  and  die  in  peace.  This  is  not  a  fact,  but  a  prin- 
ciple. But  then  it  is  a  very  important  principle. 
This  invisible  principle,  like  the  heat  and  perfume 
that  floats  on  the  balmy  air  of  Spring,  is  all  that  gives 
religion  its  value.  It  is  its  high  design,  its  ethereal 
spirit ;  and  without  it,  Christ  icould  have  died  in  vain. 
Thirdly,  the  number  of  these  witnesses  is  very 
great.  They  are  called  in  our  text  a  cloud.  They 
are  not  registered,  it  is  true.  No  census  report 
them  ;  not  even  the  records  of  the  Church,  is  a  sure 
criterion.  But  they  shine  in  all  christian  countries^ 
like  the  hosts  on  the  canopy  of  the  night,  where  we 
are  lost  in  the  multitude. 

After  this  1  beheld,  and  lo,  a  great  multitude,  which  no 
man  could  number,  of  all  nations,  and  kindreds,  and 
people,  and  tongues,  stood  before  the  throne,  and  before 
the  Lamb,  clothed  with  white  robes,  and  palms  in  their 
hands  ;  and  cried  with  a  lond  voice,  satjing,  Salvation  to 
our  God  which  siiteth  upon  the  throne,  and  unto  the 
Lamb.  And  all  the  angels  stood  around  about  the  throne, 
end  about  the  elders  and  the  four  beasts,  and  fell  before 
the  throne  on  their  faces,  and  worshipped  God.  Saying 
Amen ;  Blessing,  and  glory,  and  wisdom,  and  thanks- 
giving, and  honor,  and  power,  and  might,  be  unto  our 
God  for  ever  and  ever.  Amen.  And  one  of  the  elders 
answered,  saying  unto  me.  What  are  these  which  are 
arrayed  in  white  roles  ?  and  whence  came  they?     Ait 
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/  said  unto  him,  Sir,  thou  knowcst.  And  he  said  to  me 
These  ar#4hey  which  came  out  of  great  tribulation,  and 
have  washed  tJicir  robes,  and  made  them  white  in  the 
blood  of  the  Lamb.  Therefore  are  they  before  the  throne 
of  God,  and  serve  him  day  and  night  in  his  temple  ;  and 
he  that  sitteth  on  the  throne  shall  dwell  among  them. 
They  shall  hunger  no  more,  neither  thirst  any  more  ;  nei- 
ther shall  the  sun  light  on  them,  nor" any  heat.  For  the 
Lamb  which  is  in  the  midst  of  the  throne  shall  feed  themf 
and  shall  lead  them  unto  living  fountains  of  waters  ; 
and  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes. 

Such  is  their  number  ;  and  though  they  testify  to 
an  inward  principle  which  they  have  felt  and  the 
reality  of  an  invisible  kingdom,  yet  such  a  testimo- 
ny, so  loud,  so  solemn,  so  earnest  and  so  often  re- 
peated in  every  age,  ought  to  be  received,  yet 

Fourthly,  I  am  inclined  to  think  the  nature  of  the 
testimony,  is  one  reason  why  it  is  not  more  generally 
believed.  On  any  other  subject  we  should  certainly 
be  convinced  by  a  far  less  amount  of  evidence.  But 
religion  is  retiring.  She  dwells  in  cottages  and 
sometimes  in  jails  and  prisons.  She  lights  her  beau- 
tiful lamp  in  some  secret  cell.  Her  best  throne  is  the 
humble  heart.  She  adorns  the  walks  of  private  life. 
Driven  from  courts  and  palaces,  from  camps  and 
Senates,  she  often  retires  to  the  female  heart  and 
actuates  the  mother,  the  daughter  and  the  wife  in 
their  unconspicuous  but  most  important  duties. 
She  sent  the  penitent  disciple  of  old,  not  to  the  court 
of  Herod,  but  to  the  feet  of  Jesus,  to  wash  them  with 
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her  tears  and  wipe  them  with  the  hairs  of  her  head.  She 
is  often  the  brightest  ornament  of  that  sex,  who  were 
last  at  the  cross,  and  earliest  at  the  grave.  But  wo- 
man's sphere  is  private  life.  History  neglects  her  ; 
and  her  sweet  but  powerful  testimony  is  unreceiv- 
ed  because  it  is  unknown. 

Come  ye  young  and  gay ;  ye  worldly  minded  and 
volatile,  step  aside  a  moment  from  the  giddy  maze  of 
life,  and  go  with  me  to  yonder  death-bed.  It  is  one 
like  yourselves  bound  to  life  by  ten  thousand  ties. 
Perhaps  young  ;  perhaps  useful ;  perhaps  called  to 
meet  the  fearful  summons,  with  little  warning  and  no 
•expectation.  Perhaps  relatives  and  friends  are  anx- 
iously wishing  and  praying,  a  little  longer — a  little 
longer.  O  spare  this  victi  m  that  she  recover  strength 
before  she  go  hence  to  be  here  no  more.  But  it  is 
a  christian  that  dies,  and  it  is  a  christian's  office  to  be 
always  ready.  You  will  see  the  power  of  relig- 
ion there.  You  will  see  the  soul  taken  away  from  all 
that  is  dear,  a  nd  yet  resigned.  It  parts  with  the  dear- 
est friends  and  is  peaceful,  because  it  goes  to  God. 
It  is  the  patience  of  hope  ;  it  is  the  triumph  of  faith. 
It  is  a  visible  realization  of  the  blessed  promise,  When 
thou  passest  through  the  waters,  I  will  be  with  thee  ;  and 
through  the  rivers,  they  shall  not  overflow  thee ;  when 
thou  walkest  through  the  fire,  thou  shalt  not  be  burnt ; 
neither  shall  the  flame  kindle  upon  thee.  For  I  am  the 
Lord  thy  God,  the  Holy  one  of  Israel,  thy  Saviour. 

Fifthly,  The  design  of  God  in  placing  us  in  this  world 
is,  that  we  might  learn  wisdom  from  experience.  It 
is  necessary,  however,  that  he  should  attend,  not  only 
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to  the  theory  of  religion  as  recorded  in  the  Bible,  but 
to  that  voice  of  wisdom,  that  cries  out  in  the  streets.  A 
feelingisaptto  creep  over  us,  as  if  the  best  witnesses 
to  the  most  important  parts  of  religion  were  long-  since 
past  away  ;  we  think  of  Paul  and  Peter  and  Luke, 
and  Matthew,  and  the  miracles  which  their  solemn 
testimony  supports;  and,  as  the  monument  which 
records  the  memory  of  the  dead,  itself  vanishes,  so  we 
are  apt  to  think  that  the  witnesses  to  divine  truth 
have  been  so  long  departed  that  they  need  other  wit- 
nesses to  support  their  testimony.  It  is  not  so ;  relig- 
ion, in  its  eternal  spirit,  is  not  an  obsolete  thing.  To 
its  real,  internal  power  the  cloud  of  evidence  is  still 
around  us ;  they  are  multiplying  on  every  side  ;  their 
evidence  is  renewed  every  day.  Every  holy  life,  eve- 
ry victory  over  sin  and  temptation  ;  every  time  a 
repenting  sinner  turns  to  God ;  every  consistent  ex- 
ample and  every  peaceful  death- bed,  is  a  new  testi- 
mony to  the  power  of  religion.  It  is  not  that  the  truth 
wants  evidence  but  we  want  attention.  You  must 
look  through  the  veil  of  covering  cast  on  all  nations, 
and  you  will  see  the  most  convincing  light.  We 
are  still  surrounded  by  an  increasing  cloud  of  wit- 
nesses ;  every  day,  every  hour  adds  to  their  num- 
ber, and  if  we  would  but  seriously  attend,  we  might 
hope,  by  the  blessing  of  God,  to  be  actuated  by  the 
same  spirit,  and  add  our  humble  names  to  the  glori- 
ous list. 

To  day  we  come  io  see  one  more  name  added  to 
the  number.  She  is  in  yonder  coffin.  Her  life  is 
closed  and  her  testimony  is  new  complete.     The  de- 


ceased,  Mrs  Little,  once  Sarah  E.' Colman,  was  born 
in  this  town,  1823,  the  third  daughter  of  Daniel  and 
Nancy  Colman.  From  childhood  she  was  of  a  seri- 
ous turn,  and  was  a  most  affectionate  and  obedient 
child.  On  the  9th  of  June  1844,  she  with  anoth- 
ter  young  lady  Mary  Marston,*  joined  this  Church, 
both  of  whom  are  now  numbered  with  the  silent 
congregation.  She  received  her  first  decisive  relig- 
ious impressions,  at  Bradford  Academy,  and  came 
home  with  a  resolution  to  devote  herself  secretly  and 
visibly  to  the  cause  of  Christ.  Of  her  religious  im- 
pressions, 1  recollect  only  so  much  as  to  say,  they 
seemed  to  me  to  be  a  beautiful  prelude  of  her  whole 
life  ;  timorous,  but  not  distrustful ;  cautious,  but  not 
holding  back  ;  full  of  peace  without  exulting  joy, 
and  resting;  on  Christ  alone,  without  relaxing  those 
personal  obligations  which  bind  us  to  duty  and  holi- 
ness. Her  religion  was  always  of  the  gentle  and 
cheerful  kind,,  In  July  12th,  1848,  she  was  married 
to  the  Rev.  Elbridge  G.  Little;!  and  some  of  us  will 
never  forget  that  beautiful  evening  "when  a  cloudless 
moon  was  pouring  down  her  softest  radiance,  and 
that  happy  company  was  assembled,  in  which  death 
seemed  to  come,  an  uninvited  guest,  concealing  his 
dart,  in  bridal  flowers,  only  to  increase  the  venom  of 

*  Daughter  of  Stephen  W.  Marston,  Esq.  of  Newburyport. 

%  Rev.  Mr  Little,  was  first  settled  at  Manayunk,  near  Philadel- 
phia, over  a  Presbyterian  Church  ;  he  removed  about  a  year  since  to 
JMerrim&c,  in  New  Hampshire. 
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of  his  sting.  There  was  Emerson,!  and  five  others, 
who  have  now  joined  the  congregation  of  the  dead. 
Few  people  appreciate  the  responsibilities  of  a  cler- 
gyman's wife.  When  a  timid  and  modest  girl,  is  re- 
moved from  her  father's  house,  and  a  private  station, 
to  share  in  the  duties  of  one  that  preaches  the  Gos- 
pel, the  transition  is  very  great ;  and  common  life- 
knows  nothing  more  trying.  It  is  pleasant  to  sayr 
that  the  deceased  met  all  these  expectations.  In  a 
large  town,  near  a  great  city,  she  was  her  husband's 
helper,  as  well  as  companion  ;  her  labors  were  great, 
during  a  season  of  deep  religious  interest,  and  there 
it  is  thought  by  her  incessant  activity  she  received  the 
seeds  of  her  dissolution.  Her  example  had  been  con- 
sistent and  pious,  and  her  death  was  peaceful  and 
without  a  groan,  March  27th,  1851. 

The  desolate  husband  ;  the  weeping  family,  will 
receive  our  strongest  sympathy  on  this  sad  occasion. 
What  can  I  say  better  to  them  than  to  repeat  the 
words  of  the  Apostle.  But  I  would  not  have  you  to 
be  ignorant,  Brethren,  concerning  them  that  are  asleep — 
O  sweet  expression  ;  they  are  not  dead ;  they  are 
only  in  a  celestial  sleep — concerning  them  that  are 
asleep,  that  ye  sorrow  not  as  others,  which  have  no  hope;, 
for,  if  we  believe  that  Jesus  died  and  rose  again,  even  so 
them  also  which  sleep  in  Jesus  will  God  bring  with  him. 
The  very  circumstance  that  embitters  your  sorrow 

f  Rev.  John  E.  Emerson,  whose  lamented  death  was  solemnized 
by  a  very  large  funeral,  in  Newburyport,  just  about  the  time  when, 
Mrs  Little  was  expiring. 
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should  increase  the  consolation.  We  have  always 
been  surrounded  by  a  great  cloud  of  witnesses,  and 
now  this  dear,  patient  and  suffering  victim  is  added 
to  the  number  ;  and  I  can  seem  to  hear  her  soft  and 
gentle  voice,  saying,  Lay  aside  every  weight  and  the 
sin  which  doth  so  easily  beset  you  and  run  with  patience 
the  race  that  is  set  before  you.  Follow  me  ;  let  none 
be  wanting ;  let  us  meet  together  in  our  better 
home. 

And  now  one  sad  office  remains  ;  we  must  let 
down  this  coffin  and  all  that  it  contains  into  the  cold 
ground  ;  we  must  place  this  sleeping  form  in  its 
narrow  bed.  Dust  to  dust,  ashes  to  ashes  ;  we  shall 
return  to  our  home,  but  one  will  not  go  with  us. 
There  will  be  a  place  at  the  table  for  one  that  comes 
no  more.  And  is  this  all  ?  Is  this  the  last  act  in 
man's  sad  story  ?  No  ; — I  heard  a  voice  from  Heaven, 
saying  unto  me,  Blessed  are  the  dead  that  die  in  the  Lord, 
from  henceforth  :  Yea,  saith  the  Spirit,  that  they  may 
rest  from  their  labors  and  their  works  do  follow  them. 
Thus  the  most  degrading  object  in  life's  history  leads 
us  to  the  most  magnificent.  We  must  all  die  ;  but 
we  must  all  stand  at  the  Judgment  seat  of  Christ. 
That  tomb  will  certainly  burst ;  that  dust  will  rise. 
These  heavens  will  pass ;  these  elements  will  melt; 
and  amidst  the  magnificence  of  the  last  scene,  we 
must  all  be  judged.  O,  let  this  solemn  truth  meet  us 
as  we  commit  this  body  to  the  ground ;  let  it  be 
preached  from  this  silent  coffin.  Let  us  hear  with 
new  energy  the  voice  of  the  occasion — Prepare  to 
meet   thy  God,   0  Israel! 


J  would  not  lire  alway  :  I  ask  not  to  stay 
Whore  slnrm  after  storm  rises  dark  o?er  the  way  : 
The  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us  herp  , 
Are  enough  for  life's  woes- -full  enough  for  its  cheer. 

I  would  not  live  alway,  thus  lettered  by  sin  ; 
Temptation  without  and  corruption  within  ; 
E'en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with  fears, 
And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  penitent  tears. 

I  would  not  live  alway  ;  no— welcome  the  tomb  ! 
Since  Jesus  hath  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its  gloom  : 
There,  sweet  he  my  rest,  till  he  bid  me  arise, 
To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God, 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 
Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright  plains. 
And  the    noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns  1 

Where  the  saints  of  ail  ages  in  harmony  meet, 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren  transported  to  "reel 
While  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul. 


